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Im Abendrot 
Die Forelle 


| 


SCHUBERT 


“IM ABENDROT” (Eventne Grow) 


How beautiful, O Father, is Thy earth 
When golden gleams the sun; 

When Thy glory breathes upon us 
Daubs the very dust with lustre, 
When the crimson of the clouds 
Within my lonely casement floats. 


“DIE FORELLE” 


A streamlet clear and sunny 
With ripples all about 
Was once the bath for bonny 
For gentle little trout. 


On shore I stood observing 
With exquisite delight 
The happy little creature 
It was a pretty sight. 


A fisher with his angle 
Stood also on the shore 
Hard trying to entangle 
The fishes more and more. 


Aus ostlichen Rosen 
Waldesgesprach 


Marienwurmchen 


Could I lament, or weakly tremble, 

Stand doubtful of myself and Thee? 

No! Here on earth, within my heart, 

Would I in Thy Heaven dwell; 

Before this earthly shape must crumble 

Taste of Thy strength and breathe Thy peace. 
Ellen Simon, 


(Tue Trovr) 

I thought if clear the water 
Continues round about, 

The wretch will never capture 
The bonny little trout. 


What did the busy body 
Afraid to lose his prey _ 
He made the water muddy 
And without long delay 
His skilful line outreeling 
He caught the fish so sweet 
I saw with saddened feeling 
The cheated and the cheat. 
—Schubart. 


SCHUMANN 


“AUS OSTLICHEN ROSEN” 


I send a greeting like a rose’s breath 

To one whose form is fairer than the rose. 

I send a greeting like the Spring’s caress 

To one whose glance may hold new life for me. 


“Ww ALDESGESPRACH” 


“The hour is late, the night is cold, 
Why ride you lonely through the wold? 
The way is long, you are alone— 

You, lovely maid shall grace my home!” 


“Fair is men’s speech, but false their soul, 
From my young heart they’ve taken toll; 
Now list the horn’s misleading call— 

O flee! you know me not at all.” 


“So richly deck’d are horse and rider, 
So fair her form, as none beside her; 
Ah! now I know—God stays me by— 
Thou art the witch, the Lorelei!” 


“You know me well—yon castle mine, 
Whose itowers are mirrored in the Rhine; 
The hour is late, the night is cold— 
And nevermore you'll ride this wold!” 
J. I, Hall. 


From depths of sorrow surging in my soul! 
I send a sigh—though not to stir your calm; 
If it but brush your memory with its wings 
Heaven will turn my darkness into light. 
J. I, Hail. 


“MAIRIENWURMCHEN” (Lapyzirp). 
My Ladybird, come, light awhile upon my hand, 
You never need to fear me, no, never fear me; 
I will not harm you, pretty thing, 
Only let me see your gaudy wing, 
Gaudy wings I love so dearly! 


My Ladybird, now fly away, your home’s a-fire! 
Your children cry so sadly; 

The naughtly spider lies in wait, 

He’ll catch them if you come too late! 

And your children cry so sadly. 


Now, Ladybird, fly—on to see our neighbor’s child, 
Fly on, you need no warning; 

They will not harm you, kindly things, 

They only want to see your gaudy wings; 

So bid them alli good morning. 


Heb auf dein blondes Haupt 


Nun lass uns Frieden schliessen 


Der Gartner 


~ HUGO WOLF 


“HEB AUF DEIN BLONDES HAUPT” 


Lift up thy fair head and slumber not, and let not 
sleep delude thee; for I have four words of great 
importance to tell, not one of which must be passed 
over. 


First: That my heart breaks for thee. 

Second: To thee alone will I belong. 

Third: My welfare I leave in thy care. 

The last: Thou alone hast the love of my soul. 
M.B. 


“NUN LASS UNS FRIEDEN SCHLIESSEN.” 


My dearest life, now let us peace conclude, 

Too long a time has raged our lovers fued, 

I’ll yield to thee, if thou should’st prove unbending; 
Why should we fight unto this bitter ending? 
*Twixt kings and nobles peace is oft concluded, 


“DER GARTNER.” 


Upon her white steed, down a green bower’d way, 
A princess comes riding as fair as the May. 

The sand that I strewed, where those stately hoofs go 
Like gold in the sunshine is bravely aglow. 


Fruhlingsmorgen 
Nicht Wiedersehen 


Um schlimme Kinder artig zu machen 


And should true lovers of peace be deluded? 
If peace ’twixt prince and soldier doth avail, 
Why should it ’twixt true lovers ever fail? 
Dost think that if these great ones peace can touch, 
Two loving hearts cannot achieve as much? 
Lily Henkel. 


(Tue GARDENER). 


O rose colored hood dancing up, dancing down, 

Pray waft me in secret one plume for mine own. 

And would’st thou as guerdon one sweet blossom 
from me, 

Take thousands, take all, for they bloom but for thee. 


~ GUSTAV MAHLER 


“PRUHLINGSMORGEN.” (Sprinc Mornine). 


A tap on the window from linden boughs 
With blossoms heavy inclining— 
“Come out! Come out! 
How can you still drowse? 
The sun is up and shining! 
Come out! Come out!” 


“NICHT WIEDERSEHEN” 


“And now farewell my dearest love, 
I have to go away. 

Next summer I am coming back 
And then with you will stay. 
Farewell, farewell, my dearest love.” 


And when the youth came back again, 
He asked about his dear. 

‘Where is my sweetheart home I left, 
I cannot find her here.” 


In the churchyard she was buried, 
Three days ago she died 


“The lark is awake, the bushes stir 
And bees and buzzing cockchafer, 

Come out! Come out! 
And thy joyous true-love 
Have I seen from afar. 

Come out, long sleeper! 

Long sleeper, come out!” 

J. I. Hall, 


(WE SHALL NEVER MEET AGAIN) 


With yearning and with sorrow 
On you she had relied. 


“Now I will go to find her grave 
And I shall loudly cry, 

Shall call until I am assured 

I heard her sweet reply.” 


“OQ sweetheart open your deep grave; 
You never hear the birds again 
You never hear the bells again 

Nor see ithe sun or moon. 

Farewell, farewell, my dearest love.” 


“UM SCHLIMME KINDER ARTIG ZU MACHEN” 


There came a knight a-riding late, 
He rode right to the castle gate 
(ku-ku-kuk! ku-ku-kuk!) 
There spied a lady looking out 
Who said, “My lord is not about 
And no one here but children three 
And maidens washing on the lea!” 
The knight upon his horse so proud 
His helmet doffed and called aloud 
(ku-ku-kuk, etc.) 


German English 
Greek 


Czechoslovakian Italian 


French 


“EASTER SONG.” (16rmH CENTURY). 


Christ has risen from the dead. 

We must be grateful. Kyrie eleison. 

If he had not done this 

The world would have been dissolved. 
Halleluja. Let us be glad and thankful, 


“THE LITTLE PATH I USED TO TREAD.” 
(Austrian Fotx Sone). 


I always walk again. 

The lover whom I loved 

I always love again. 

The rain has lately fallen 
Leaves are stiil wet. 

I had once a sweetheart 
I wish I had him yet. 
But now he wanders 
With his stockings and shoe 
And I have another one— 
He is a nice boy too. 


“GREEK SHEPHERD SONG” 


Come, Golfo, come down to me from the moun- 
tains, I have bad news for you. Robbers came to 
the mountains to steal horses, but finding none, they 
stole my little lamb. My little pet with the silver 
horns and golden bell. The sweetest of all my lambs. 
So far, far have they gone and never again will they 
bring him back to me. 


“MARINA” 
(Stovax1an Forx Sone) 


Marina went to the inn, to buy wine. 

“Come on Marina, sit down and have a drink with me, 
and you will be red like a berry.” 

“T don’t like to sit with you, I don’t like to drink 
with you. My heart aches.” 


“These children are they bad or good, 
Do they obey as children should! 
In my great sack are many toys 
For good, obedient girls and boys!” 
The lady said, “A naughty brood! 
They don’t obey as children should!” 
(ku-ku-kuk, etc.) 
Then said the knight, “Ill ride away 
Such children get no toys to-day !” 
Away he rode on horse so white 
Far from the castle, out of sight! 
J. I. Hall, 


INTERNATIONAL FOLKSONGS 


“ITALIAN SOLDIER SONG.” 


I served as a soldier standing on guard. Have 
lost my sweetheart, it makes me cry and sigh. 

Your heart no longer belongs to me, you have 
given it to a stranger, and I have lost my freedom. 


“THE LARK IN THE SUN.” 
(EncuisuH Fork Sone). 


As I was walking one morning in the spring, 

I met a pretty damsel, so sweetly she did sing; 
And as we were awalking this word she did sav: 
There is no life like the pioughboys 

All in the month of May. 


The lark in the morn she will rise up from her nest 

And mount up in the air, with the dew all on her 
breast. 

And like the pretty ploughboys 

She will whistle and will sing, 

And at night she will return 

To her own nest back again. 


“LA JARDINIERE DU ROI.” 
(Frencu Forx Sone). 


L’on dit que le plus belle c’est toi, 

La pauvre jardiniere du roi. 

Quand le seigneure me guarde, crois moi, 
Je ne prends jamaais garde qu’a toi. 


Le matin quand j’arrose, croi moi 
Aupres des fleurs je cause de toi 
Et de ces fleurs si ‘belles, crois moi 
Je cueille la plus belle pour toi. 


Le jour de fete la reine au roi 
Lui causera, mes peines de toi. 
Et nous serons j’espere, croi moi 
Jardinier, jardiniere du roi. 


